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The Taming of the Shrele, 

Each inhis office readic at thybeckc. 

Wilt thou haue mulicke? Harkc Apolloplayes, Mttfic^e 
And twentie c^ged Nightingales do fing. 

Or wi t ihoufleepe? Wet’l haue thee to a Couch, 

Softer and fweeter then the luftfull bed 
Onpurpofetiim’d vp for Semiramis. 

Say thou wilt walke : we will beftrow the ground. 

Or vyilc thou ride ?thy horfesflidlbetrap’d. 

Their harnelfc ftudded all with Gold and Pe 3 tlc, 

Doft thou louehawking?Thou haft hawkes vvillfoarc 
A >ouc the Morning Larkc. Or wilr thou hunt, 

Thy bounds fhal 1 make the Welkin anfwer them 
And fetch fiiriil ecchoes from the hollow earth, 

* l c JMan. Say thou wilt courfc.thy gray- hounds are as fwift 
As breathed Stags : 1 flcetei-,thehthe Roe, 

2 cJfA Doft thou loue pictures? wc wil fetch thee ftrait 
Adonis painted by a running brookc, 

And Cicherca all in ledges hid, 

Which feeme to moueand wanton with her breath, 

Euen as the wauing fedges play with winde. 

Lord, W ee’l Ihew thee Io , as (he was a Maid, 

And how (lie was beguiled and furpriz’d. 

As iiueiic painted, as the deede was done! 

$ Man, Or Daphne roming through a thornie wood, 
scratching her legs, that one dial fwearellie bleeds. 

And at that fight fhallfad Apollo weepe. 

So workmanlie the blood and tcaresare drawnc. 

Lord. Thouart aLordandnothingbuta Lord: 

1 hou haft a ladiefarre more Beautiful], 
laen any woman in this warning age. 

I Man. And til the teares that lh e hath fhed for thee, 

Tike enuious nouds ore run her loucly face, 
ohe was the fa. eft creature in the world. 

And yet flic is i.ifcriour tononc. 

Beg. Am I a Lord and haue I fuch a Ladie ? 
v’rdo I dreame ? Or haue I dream’d till now i 

I do not fleepe : 1 fee, I hcare , I fpeake : 

I /me! fweet fauors,and 1 feele foft things : 

^ pon my life I am a Lord indeed e. 
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And not a Tinker, nor Chriftopher Slic. 

Well, bring oar ladie hither to our light, 

h . mXU your mightmelie to waft your hands : 

Oh how we ioy to iee your wit refto’d, 

Oil that once more you knew but what you are : 

Thefe fifteeney ceres you hsue bin in a dreame. 

Or when you wak’d,lo wak’d asif youftept. • 

’ See. Thefe fiftecne yeeres, by my fay, a goodly nap. 

But did i ncuer fpeakeofaii that time. 

5 t Man. Oh yes my Lord, but verie idle woros 
For though yoiilay heerein this goodliechan ber. 

Yet would you fay ye weare beaten out of doore. 

And raile vpon the Hollefle of the houfe, 

And fay you would prefent her at th< Leete, 

Becauic (he broughc ftone- iugs, and no fea’ld quarts s 
Somecimesyou would cal' cut for Cicely H&ckct. 

Be*. I, the womans maid of the houfe. 

3 . C Wan Why lir you konwno houfe, nor no fuch maid 
Nor no fuch men as you haue reckon’d vp, . 

A s Stephen She, and old lohn 2{j.ps of Greece, 

And Peter Turph and Henry Ehnpernell, 

And ewentie more luch names and men as thefe. 

Which neuer were , nor no man euer law. 

Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends, <cAll. Amen 

Enter Ladie with zstttexdaKts, 

Beg, I thankc thee, thou (halt not looie by it. 

Lady , H a w t ares my noble Lord ? 

Beg. Marrie I fare well,forheereis chcere enough. 

Where is my wife ? 

La. Heeve noble Lord.what is thy will with her 
Beg. Arc you my wife and will not call mee husband? 

My mcnfliould call mee Lord, I am your good-man. 

La. My husband andmy Lord,iny Lord and husband I atnyour 
■Vvifcinali obedi nee. 

Beg. I know k , what mufti call her ? 
rd. Madam. 

%. dice Madam , or /oKf Madam i 
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